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The Hiforte of 

feme liking, I (hall be out of heart fhortly,& then I /hall fiaue 
no ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the fn- 
fide of a Church is made of, lam aPeppercorne, a Brewers 
horfe.theinfideof a Church. Company, villaaous company 
hath been the fpoyle of me. 

Bar. Sir Iohn, you are fo fretful!, you can not Hue long. . ! 

Fa/. Why there is it j come, ling me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as aGcntleman need to be, 
vertuons enough, fvvore little, dic’d not aboue feuen times a 
weeke.wenttoaBawdy houfe not aboue once in a quarter of 
anhoure.paide money thatl borrowed three or foure times, 
liued well, and in good com paflfe: and now I liue out of all or- 
der, out of compatle. 

Bar. Why, you are fo Pax.it, Sir Iohn, that you muft needes be 
out of all compaffc : outof allreafonablc compaffe, Sir Iohn. 

Fal. Do thtm amend thy face, & lie amend my life : thou art 
our Admiall.thou beareft thcLantcrne in the Poope,but t’is in 
the N ofe of thee: thou art the Knight of the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why , Sir Iohn, my face does you no harme. 

FJ. No,Ue be fwornc, I make as good vfe of it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, or a memento mori. I neuer fee thy 
face, hut 1 thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple: 
for there he isin his Robes burning, burning. If thou wertany 
way giue to vertuc,! would fweareby thy face.-my oth fhould 
b e.By this fire that's gods Angel: But thou art altogether giuen o- 
uer j^and wert indeed, but tor the light in thy face, the Sunneof 
vtter darknefTe . When thou ranft vp Gads-hillin thenight, to 
catch my Horfe,if I did not thinke that thou hadfl been an ignis 
fhttuis, or a ball of Wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. O 
thouart.aperpetuallTriumph,an cuerlafting Bone-fire-light, 
thou haft fauedmeathoufand Murkcs in Linkes and Torches, 
walking with thee in the night bet wixtTaueme and Tauerne: 
But the Sacke that thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me 
Lights as good cheapens thedeareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintained that Salamander of yours, with fire, any time this 
two and thirtie yeares : God reward me forit. 

Har Zioud,! would my face were in your belly'. 

Fr4f God amercy,fo ihould Lbe furcto beheart-burnd. > ; 1 
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Henry the fourth . 

How now, dame r P*rflet the Hen, haue you enquirde 
yet who pickt my Pocket? Enter Hofi. 

Hof. Why Sir Iohn, what do you thinke,.?#* Iehn'Ao you thinks 
I keepe theeues in my houfe? I haue feareht, Ihauc enquired/® 
haz ray husband, man by man,boy by boy,fcruantby feruant: 
-the tightof a haire was neuer loft in my houfe before* . 

■Fal. Ye lie H«fie ffe, "Bardot was fhau’d,and loft many a haire: 
and llebcfworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 
man, goe. r 

Hof. Who I? I defie thee : Gods light, I was neuer cald fo in 
mine ewne houfe before. 

Fal. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No, dir Iohn, you do not know me, dir Iohn-, l know you 
Sir Iohn, you owe me money SirIohn,Scn ow you pi eke a quar- 
rell to beguileme oftt : I boughtyou a dozen ofShirtes to your 
'backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doiilas : I haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues,they haue made Boulters of them. 

Aof. Now at I am a true Woman, Holland ofviij.s.an ell : 
you owe money heere befidcs, Sir Iohn, for your diet, and by- 
drinkings, and money lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. Hce had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoj. Hee?alashe'ispoore,hchath nothing. 

Fal. How*, poorc? iooke vpon hi* face: What call you rich? 
let them coinc his Nofe, let them coinc his checkes. He net pay 
adenyer: what, willyoumakeayousikerofmee?£hall I not 
take mine cafe in rainclnne,butl/hall haue mypocketpicktrl 
haueloft a feale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fourty marke. 

Hof. Q Iefu,I haue heard the Prince tell him, I know net how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal, How?thcPnweisa Iacke, afncak-cup : Zbloudandhe 
were here, would cudgelhim like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Faljlalfife meetes him 
playino on his Trtenchicn like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaiths 
Muftwcall march? 

Bar. Yea,two and two *, Newgate fafhion. 

Hof. My Lord,I pray you heare mcc. 

G 3 frin. 







